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TWn DnT.T.AHS A VEAR IN ADVANCE:
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TERMS OF ADVERTISING.

1 square, (ten lines) ono year ..810 00

V squares one yeor . . 15 00

For each additional square. . . . . . 5 00

I square six months .. 0 00

2 squares six months . . 10 00

3 squares six months . . 12 fit)

For each additional square .. 2 00
1 square two months . . a so
For each additional square .. 1 oo

Single insertion per square .. 1 00

F.uch additional square 50

Vorir lihnral reduction will be miiile for

those who advertise by the year.

For announcing candidates fur office the
chnrge will bo three dollars, in advance.

;

" b!)0K AND JOB PRINTING.
"

i For the execution of this kind of work we
'! are prepared with a varied and extensive as- -'

sortment of

j BEAUTIFUL PLAti? & FANCY
I JOB TYPE AND MATERIAL,

mid are ready to do all kinds of work, such as
1 BLANKS OF EVERY KIND,
IfAMFHLETS, PROGRAMMES, FOSTERS,
j CARDS, CIRCULARS, RECEIPTS,
FUNERAL TICKETS, DRUli LABELS,

J HILL HEADS, HAND BILLS,
': and every variety of printing that may be
i needed in any business community. We

hope those having need of such work will send

l iti their orders, and wo pledge ourselves to
fill them in a manner that will give satisfaction

i to allwhomay favor us with their patronage.

j ,

Written for the Winchester Appeal.
I ARISTOCRACY.

; There are several kinds of aristoc-

racy, and I suppose many persons may
differ with me in relation to one kind,

which is especially the subject of this

'essay. There is an aristocracy of
iccullh, of family Hood, or descent, and
learning. Now, there may be found

' some excuse for the first, an apology
for the second, but, to my mind, noth-

ing but a supreme contempt for the
third. "Where there is much given
there is much required." A man may
be rich and ignorant of his duties to

others so with the man of noble an-

cestry but of the educated man we
require a stricter account of his rela-

tionship to his fellow-ma- n than of any
other. It does awaken our scorn to

.Bee a puffed pedant affect to despise
all who have not" been favored with
the opportunities of education like him-

self. If he is what he professes to be

a learned man he will know that "an
honest man is the noblest work of God,"

and that the "wisest and brightest" has
also been called the "meanest of man-

kind. "

"That kings can make a belted knight,
A marquis, duke and a that ; "

but that
'' "An honest man, though ne'er so poor,

Is chief of men for a' that."

' To the learned, an illiterate person
should excite the same sentiment that
the sight of poverty and wretchodness
awakens in one of wealth and afflu-

ence, that is pity, and indeed the for-

mer should always be more ready to
relieve the mental necessities of the
pne, than the latter should administer

.
to the wants of the other; because, in

; communicating information nothing
is lost to the giver, as in the last case.
Nothing more disgusts me than to see

man or woman intoxicated with
1ashallow draughts" from the Pierian
ipring, putting on the pedant that

toper. I feel like refering
him to Pope, to learn that,
''Shallow draughts intoxicate the brain,
But drinking largely may sober him again."

Such a person is constantly drawing
! Invidious comparisons between his fel-- f
low beings, and, as somebody says,
"with just enough of learning to mis-

quote."

. Liberal views of things he will nev-
er learn, and here is the "pons asino-:rum- n

that bounds his progress. The
t liteary aristocrat is always one who
j has never stood upon the arch of that
bridge to look beyond and see how

Itouch he does not know. Could his ge
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nius borrow wings to lift him tip, he

would be astonished to see "his dim

horizon bounded by a ppan," enlarge
until Alps still upon Alps would hide
infinitude from his vision.

1 love the enlightened man of liberal
sentiments; one who can look upon his
fellow-rna- n, however untilled his mind

maybe, and Whose charity will tell
him, perhaps,
"There is a heurt, pregnant with celestial

fire,

"Hands that the rod of empire might have

swayed,

Or waked toecatacy the living lyre."

Though his lot forbade

"The applause of list'ning Senates to command,

The threats of pain and ruin to despise,

To scatter plenty o'er a smiling land,

And read his history in a nation's eyes,"

still, misfortune should never be des-

pised by the learned, the noble, or the
wealthy; and charity should teach
them that the same power, chance,

made them high that made others hum-

ble in life. The same mean principle
makes the pedant a literary aristocrat
that makes the man of money so.

Then the lettered toad need not com-

plain that the EI Dorad despises him.

I have been led to make these re-

marks from hearing aquarteron Hterutn

speak contemptuously of a clever
young man because "he was not learn-

ed? and also because there exists a
popular error on this subject.

I have more respect for the man,
though ignorant, who makes no pre-

tensions to more than he merits as
Wolcat says

"Whose modest wisdom, therefore, never
aims

To findtho longitude or burn the Thames"

much more I say than of the man des-

cribed by Young
"Who thinks he's learned, in volhmes deep,

he sits

In wisdom shallow. Pompoua Ignorance!"

Then, scornful friend, learn from the
last quoted author
"IJow empty learning, how vain isnrt,
But as itmonds the life and guides the heart;"

and remember that though the sub
ject of your scorn may be illiterate, he
has this advantage of you; as Middle-to- n

says:
"Heaven pities ignorance;

She's still the first who has her pardon sign'd;
All sins else see their faults she's only blind.'

Spectator.

A Reminiscence. On the day when
the news of General Scott's nomina-
tion for the Presidency was received
here in 1852, we stepped into a bar-
ber shop and there met a fine old Dem-
ocrat who seemed quite distressed.
'Oh,' said he, 'why did you not nomin-
ate Fillmore? He has been a most ex-

cellent President, and his nomination
would have put an end to all party
strife I should be very glad to see him
President again.'

We hope that our old friend is grt-tifie- d

now. The American Conven-
tion has done what he was so unhap-
py at the failure of the Whig Conven-
tion to do. Let him swing his hat and
shout for joy and tell his f riends to im-

itate his example. Let us all shout
and be glad together. Lou. Jour.

An Argument for Advertising. We
saw a paragraph in a Virginia paper
to this effect: A gentleman went into
a printing office to examine an ex-

change paper coming from a place
some fifty or a hundred miles distant,
with the view to discover the name of
some lawyer there to whom he might
confide the transaction of some busi-
ness matters of pressing importance.
And after running his eye carefully
over the paper he laid it aside, and re-

marked 'Well I can't find the name
of a single attorney in that paper: and
any rnemberofthe profession at that
dace could have obtained fifty dol-ar- s

from me, by having a card in the
paper, as I would willingly have paid
that amount rather than make the
trip at this particular time.' Let ev-

erybody advertise, and everybody will
be certain to do good business.

For simplicity, the Persian govern-
ment takes precedence of all others.
There are only two officers in the
whole kingdomthe tax-gather- er and
the hangman.

The best snuff in the world is a snuff
at the morning air.

WINCHESTER, TENN., SATU11DAY, MAUCH 20,

MY HOME IS THE WORLD.
BY THOMAS II. BAYI.Y.

Speed, speed, my fleet vessel! tho shore is in
eight,

Tho breezes are fair, wo shall anchor to.
night;

at sunrise, blite more I shall

ctalid

On tho n shore of my dear native
lund.

Ah! why does despondency weigh down my

heart?
Such thoughts are for friends who reluctantly

part;
I come from on cxilo of twenty long years,
Yet I gaze on my country through g

tears.

I see tlii) hills purple with bolls of tho heath,
And my cwn happy valley that nestled be-

neath,
And the fragrant white blossoms spread over

the thorn,
That grows uear the cottuge in which I was

born.

It cannot be changed no, the clematis

climbs
O'er tho gay little porch, as it did in old

tiling,
And the sent where my father reclined is still

thorn
But who.o is my fillicr? oh, answer me,

where?

My mother's own casement, the chamber she

loved,

Is there overlooking tho lawn where I

roved;
She thoughtfully siit with her hand o'er her

brow,
Aashe watched heryoungdarling: ah, where

is she now)

And there is my poor sister's garden; how

wild
Were the innocent spurts of that beautiful

child!
for voice had a spell in its musical tune,

And her checks wore like roses: uh, where
is she gone?

No father reclines in the clematis srati
No mother looks forth from the shaded retreat!
Xo sister is then; stalling slily away,
Till the laughter betrayed

where she lny!

How oft in my ex h, when kind friends were
near,

I've slighied their kindness, and eigh'd tn bo

here!
How oft have 1 said "Could I once again

sec,
That sweet little valley, how blest would I

be.!"

How blest oh! it is not a valley like this,
That unaided can realize visions of bliss;

For voices I listen; and then I look round
For the light steps that used to trip after tho

sound!

But see! this green path; I remember it well

'Tis the w ay to the church hark the toll of

the bell!

Oh! oft, in my bnyh tod, a truant I've strayed
To yonder dark yew-tre- e, and slept in its

shade.

But surely the pathway is narrower now!

No smooth place is left 'neath tho dark yew-tre- e

bough!

O'er tablets inscnb'd with sad records I tread,
And the home I have sought is tho home of

tho dead!

And was it for this I looked forward so long!
And shrank from tho sweetness of Italy' songl j

And turned from the dance of tho dark girl of
Spainl

And wept for my country again and againl

And was it for this to tho casement I crept,
To gaze on the deep when I dreamed as I

slcptl
To think of fond meetings, tho welcome, the

kiss,
The friendly hand's pressure! ah! was it for

this?

When those who so long have been absent,
return

To ths scenos of their childhood, it is but to

mourn;
Wounds open afresh that time nearly had

healed,
And the illsof a lifo at one glance are roveuled.

Speed, speed, my fleet vessel! the tempest may

rave
There's calm for my heart in tho dash of the

wave-Sp- eed,

speed, my fleet vessel! the sails arc
unfurl'd,

Oh! ask me not whither my homo is tho

world!

A Step Backward, A bill has been
introduced into the Legislature of Min-
nesota Territory to restore the law
prohibiting imprisonment for debt.
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The First Marriage in the Family.
A URAUTirL'I. STOKY.

In what boolc, magazine, or n'jwspa-pe- r

the following sketch originally ap-

peared, Wc do hot know, and therefore
cannot give the due credit.

'Home!' how that little word strikes
upon the heart-string- s, awakening all
the sweet memories that have slept in
memory's chamber. Our home was a
'pearl of price' among homes; not for!
its architectural elegance for it was
only a four gabled, brown, country
house, shiided by 1 woantodcluvian oak
trees; nor was its interior crowded
with luxuries that charm ever and
come from every clinic. Jts furniture
had grown old with us, for we remem- -

bored no other; ami though polished as
highly ns furniture could be, by dany
scrubbing, was somewhat the worst?
for wear, it must be confessed.

Hat neither tho house nor its fur-nishi-

makes the. home; and the charm
of ours lay in the sympathy that linked
the nine, that called it. 'homo' to one
another. Father, mother, and seven
children live of them gay-hearte- d

girls, and two boys, petted just enough
to be spoiled not one link had ever
dropped from the chain of love, orotic
corroding drop fallen upon its bright-
ness.

"Ono star ditlVrcth from another in
glory," oven in the firmament of home.
Thus though we could not have told
a stranger which sister or brother was
dearest from our gentlest 'eldest,' an
invalid herself, hut the comforter and
counsellor of all beside, to the curly
haired bov, who romped and rejoiced
in the appellation of 'baby,' given five
years tutore still an observing eye
could have singled out sister Kllcn as
(he sun beam of our heaven, tin; 'mor-
ning star' of our constellation. She
was the second in age but the first in
the inheritance' of that load of respon-
sibility, which, in such a household,
falls naturally upon the eldest daugh-
ter. Eliza, as I have said, was ill
I nil ii early onu hilcn had
shouldered all her burden of care and
kindn ss,wilha light, heart and a light-
er step. Up stairs and down cellar
in the parlor, nursery or kitchen at
the piano or t lie. wasbtub with pen,
pencil, needle or ladle sinter Ellen
was always busy, always with a
smile on her cheek, and a warble on
her lip.

Quietly, happily, the months and
years went by. We never realized
that change was to come over our
band. To be sure, when mother would
look in upon us, seated together at our
work, and say. in her gentle way,
with only half a sigh, "Ah, girls, you
are living your happiest days!"' wc
would glance into each other's eyes,
and wonder who would go first. But
it was a wonder that passed away
with the hour and milled not even the
surface of our sisterly hearts. It could
not be always so, and the change came
at last.

Sister Ellen was to be married!
It was like the crash of a thunder-

bolt in a clear summer sky! Sister
Ellen the fairy of the hearthstone,
the darling of every heart which of
us could spare her? Who had been
so presumptions as to find out her
worth? For the first moment, this
question burst from each surprised,
half-angr- y sister of the blushing, tear
ful I'.IIi'ri. If W;iH fin I v liir n truimi.nf
for Qur h,.artsloia us , hat m,,)0(y cou,(1

oy-
-

J,er, who looked through
her loving blue eyes into the clear!
well-sprin- g of the heart beneath. So!
wc threw our arms around her, .and
sobbed without a word.

Wc knew very well that the young
clergyman, whose Sunday sermons anil
gentle admonitions had won all our
hearts, had been for months a weekly
visitor to our fireside circle. With
baby George on his knee, and George's
brothers and sisters clustered about
him, he had sat through many an ev-
ening, charming the hours away, un-
til the clook startled us with its un-

welcome nine oYlock warning, and
the softly spoken reminder, "Girls, it is
bed-time- ," woke more than one stilled
sigh of regret. Then sister Ellen must
go with us to layGcorgie in his littb
bed: to bear him and Annette repeat
the evening prayer and hymn her lips
had taught them; to comb the long
brown braids of Emily's head; to rob
Arthur of I lie? story book, over which
he would have squandered the mid-
night oil; and to breathe a kiss and a
blessing over the pillow of each other
sister, as she tucked the warm blan-
kets tenderly around them.

We do not know how often of late
she had stolen down again, from these
sisterly duties; after our sisters were
locked in sleep; or if our eyes and ears
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had ever been open to the fact, we
could never have suspocted the minis-
ter to be guilty of such a plot against
our peaee. The name was associated
in our minds with all that was super-
human. The gray-haire- d pastor who
had gone tolas grave six months pre-
vious, had sal as fi t'iptentl v on that

. . .i i i i i
oaKen arm-ciiui- r, aim taiKcu Willi us,
Wo had loved him as a father and
friend, and had almost worshipped
him as the embodiment of all attainab-
le, goodness. And when Mr. .Neville
came among us. with lii-- i high, pale
forehead and soul-kindle- d eye, wc had
thought his face also "tho face of an
angel" too glorious for the print of
mortal passion! Especially, after, in
answer to an urgent call from the peo-
ple, among whom he was laboring, he
had frankly told them that his purpose
was not to renriin among them, rfr
anywhere on his native shore! that he
only waited the guidance of Providence
to a home in a foreiyu clime. After
ibis much bewailed disclosure of his
plans, we placed our favorite preacher
on a higher principle of saint ship.

i'uL sister Ellen was to be married,
and married to Mr. ISeville. And
then, "Oil, sister you arc going away
to India!'' burst from our lips, with a
fresh gush of sobs.

I was the first tint looked up into
Ellen's troubled face. It was hearing
with emotion that ruffled its calmness,
as the tide-wav- rufile the sea. Her
lips were firmly compressed, her eyes
were fixed on some distant dream,
glassed witktwo tears that stood still
in their chalices, forbidden to fall. I

almost trembled as I caught her
glance.

"Sister! Agnes Emily!" she ex-

claimed, in a husky whisper. "IJush!
be culm! Don't break my heart. Do
I love him less than'"

The effort was too much; the Words
died on her lips. We lifted her to bed,
frightened into forget fulness of our
own grief. Wc soothed her until she,
ton, wept freely and passionately, and,
in weeping, grew strong for the sac-
rifice to which she had plunged her
heart.

Wc never spoke another Word of re-

monstrance to her tender heart, though
often, in the lew months that flitted by
us together, wc used to choke with
sobbing in some speech that hinted of
tho coming separation, and hurry
from her presence to cry alone.

Our mother had told us tho tidings
with white lips inat quivered tenderly
and sadlv. io love is so uniformly
unselfish as a mother's, surelv; for
though she leaned on Ellen as the
strong staff of her declining years, she
sorrowed not as we did, that she was
going. She, too, was happy in the
thought, of that 'pearl of great price,'
in a cold and evil world atrtte. noble,
loving heart to guide and protect her.

Father sat silent in the chimney
corner, reading in the family Ejhle.
He, was looking farther than any of us

to the perils that would environ his
den rent daughter, and tho privations
that might come upon her young life,
in that unhealthy, uncivilized corner
of the globe, whither she was going.--Do- th

our parents had dedicated their
children to God; and they would not
cast even a shadow on the path of self-sacrifi-

and duty their darling had
chosen.

To come down to the unromantic
details of wedding preparations; how
we stitched and trimmed, packed and
prepared; stoned raisins with tears in
our eyes, and all that, would take too
long to tell. Ellen was first and fore-

most in all this, as she had always
been in every emergency, great or
small.

c were not left alone in our la
bors, for Ellen had been loved by more
than the homo roof sheltered. Old and
young, poor and rich, united in bring-
ing their gifts, regrets and blessings,
to the chosen companion of the pastor
they would soon lose. There is some
thing in the idea of missionary lile that
touches the sympathy of every heart
which mammon has not too long scar-
ed. To see one, with sympathies and
refinements like cur own, rend the
etrongties that bind to country and
home, friends, comfort and civilization,
for the good of the lost and degraded
heathen, brings too strongly into relief
by contrast the selfishness of most hu-

man lives led among the gayctics and
luxuries of time.

The day, the hour came. The ship
was to sail from 15. on the ensuing
week ; and it must take away an idol.

She stood up in the village church,
that all who loved her. arid longed for
another sight of her sweet face, might
look upon her, and speak the simple
words that should link hearts lor eter-
nity. We sisters were all around her,
but not too near, for wc could not wear
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the happv faces that should grace a
train of bridesmaids. She had cheer-
ed us through the day with sunshine
from her own heart, and oven while
we wero arraying her in simple white
muslin, like a lamb for sacrifice, she
had charmed our thoughts into cheer-
fulness. It seemed like some dream
of fairy land; and she the embodiment
of grace and loveliness, acting the part
of some Qn"on Titania for a little
while. The dream changed to a far
different reality, when at tho door of
her mother's room, she put her hand
into that of Henry Neville, and lifted
her eye with a look that said, "Where
thou goest will I go," even front all
beside !

Tears fell fast in that assembly j
though the good old matrons tried "td
smile, as they passed around the bride
to bless her and bid her goodbye. A
little girl in a patched but clean frock'
pushed forward with a bouuet of vio
lets and strawberry blossoms in her
liuml.

"Here, Miss Nelly please Miss Nel-ly,- "

she cried, half-laughin- half-sobbin-

' I picked them on purpose for
you "

Ellen stood and kissed the lit tle; ea-
ger face. The child burst into tears,
and caught the folds of her dress, as
I hough she would have buried her face
there. Hut a strong-arme- d woman,
mindful of the bride's attire, snatched
the child away.

"And for what would ye ha whimp-in- g

in that style, as if you had any
right to Miss Ellon?"

"She was always good to me, and
she's my Sunday School teacher,"
pleaded the little girl in a subdued un-
dertone.

Agnes drew her to her side and si-

lently comforted hr r;
"Step aside, Father Ilcri iek is here,"

said one just then.
The crowd about the bridal pair

opened, to admit a. white-haired- , half-blin- d

old man, who came leaning on
the arm of his rosy grand-daughte- r.

Father Ilerrick was a superannuated
deacon whose good words and works
had won for him a place in every heart
of that assembly.

"1 hey told mc she was going," he
murmured to himself ; "thev sav 'tis
her wedding. I want to sec my "little
girl again bless her."

Ellen sprang forward, and laid both
her white trembling hands in the large
hand of the good old man. He drew
her near his failing eyes, and looked
searchingly into her young, soul-li- t

countenance.
"I can just sec you, darling ; and

they tell mc 1 shall never see you
again ! Well, well, if we go in God's
way wc shall all get to Heaven, and
it's all light there!" He raised his
hand over head and added, solemnly,
" The blessing of blessings be upon
thee, my child. Amen !"

"Amen !" echoed the voice' 6f Hen-
ry Neville,
And Ellen looked up with the look of
an angel.

So she went from us ! Oh ! the last
moment of that parting hour has burnt
itself into my being forever! Could
the human heart endure the agony of
parting like that, realized to be indeed
the last lighted by no ray of hope for
eternity ? Would not reason reel un-

der the pressure !

It was had to hear; but I have no
words to tell of its bitterness. She
went to her missionary life, and we
learned at last to live without her,
though it was many a month before
the little ones could forget to call on
"Sister Ellen" in any impulse of joy,
grief, or childish want. Then tho
start and the sigh, " Oh, dear, sheV
gone sister is gone!" And fresh
tears would flow;

Gone but not lost, for the First Mar-
riage in the family opened to us a
fountain of happiness, pure as the
spring of self-sacrifi- could make it
Our household darling has linked us
to a world of needy and perishing
spirits u world that asks for the en
ergy and the aid of those who go from
us, arid those who remain in the dear
country of their birth. God bless her
and her charge I Dear sister Ellen !

there may be many othef breaches In
the family we may all be scattered to
the four winds of heaven but nd
change can come over us like that
which marked the First Marriage.

A writer in one of the Northern pa-

pers, on school discipline, say, 'With-
out a liberal use of the rod it is impos-
sible to make a boy smart

Beware ofjudging hastily; it is y
ter to suspend an opinion thap'
tract an assertion.

A "few days" oftc
("hanges in the minr1 , ; :


